TEMPLE CHIMES
Thou Thyself art the Reward of true penance of Thy bhaktas. I raise   my   plaintive   voice unto Thee   because   I feel Thou h; forsaken me.
7
God, if I am allowed to practise the dharma of serving Thy children he I implore Thee to permit me to be born in this world again and aga
though it is a place of much sin and suffering. If this be not Thy will, I beseech Thee to let me live in solitude practis
ing penance. That will help me to lose myself in Thee. No ! No ! Thou great Teacher of silence, the   End, Aim and Rews
of those who have conquered the selfish feeling of "Fand"Min<
let  me  have repeated births in this  world  till all Thy children f<.
brought to Thy path of truth and made Thine, Lord, let me serve Thy children faithfully and well here. a  motherless child.
